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BACK TO DAD 


There was great rejoicing in the 
camp. The two sons of the commander of 
the enemy army had been captured! 

It was back in the days of the American 
Civil War. Abraham Lincoln was President 
of the North, General Robert E. Lee was 
the commander in charge of the armies of 
the South. ° 

And now the two sons of General Lee 
had been captured by the Northern army! 
No wonder there was rejoicing in the camp! 

“We shall hang them at once,” said Mr. 
Stanton, the Secretary of War, as soon as 
he heard of it. 


“Right you are,” an officer replied. “We 





Abraham Lincoln, who said that the best happiness 
he got was from finding ways to be kind to people. 
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have heard that the Southern army has 
captured two of our officers and is plan- 
ning to-hang them, so it is only right that 
we hang two of their men.” 

But if there was rejoicing in the North, 
there was much sadness in the South, and 
especially in the family of General Lee. 
As soon as he heard what had happened 
he went to Jefferson Davis, the president 
of the South, and asked for help. 

“Don’t worry,” said Mr. Davis. “Mr. 
Lincoln is too good a man to let your son 
be hanged.” 

“But Stanton will have them hanged be- 
fore Lincoln finds out,” said Lee. ‘Please 
send Lincoln a telegram.” 

At once Davis sent the message, telling 
Lincoln that Lee’s boys had been cap- 
tured and asking him to save their lives. 

It was nearly midnight when Lincoln 
received the telegram—sent to him by the 
leader of his enemies. 

He read it carefully, then turned to a mes- 
senger boy. ‘Tell Stanton I want to see him 
at once.” The lad ran off, and Stanton soon 
appeared. Lincoln handed him the tele- 
gram. “What does this mean?” he asked. 

“Oh,” said Stanton, “those boys deserve 
to die. The Southern army is planning to 
hang two of our men, so why shouldn’t 
we hang two of theirs?” 

Lincoln gave him a long and pitiful look. 
“Stanton,” he said, “I cannot stop the enemy 
from hanging our men. But for us to hang 
their men in this manner would stamp on 
my heart the word ‘murder.’ Stanton, it 
can’t be done. It can’t be done.” 

He opened the Bible on his desk. ‘Hear 
what God says. ‘Vengeance is mine; I will 
repay, saith the Lord.’” 

He turned his back on Stanton and 
picked up a bit of paper. With a pencil 
he wrote a few words, then handed the 
sheet to the telegraph operator, saying, 
“Send this message to the officer in charge 
of the fort where the boys are imprisoned.” 

The message read: “Immediately release 
both of the sons of Robert E. Lee.” But that 
wasn’t all. Lincoln had added, “And en 
them back to their father.” 

Could you be so kind to your enemies? 


Your friend, 


Allein Wrxesel? 




















AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 





ELEANOR’ 


By ARTHUR 


LEANOR had grown up with _ horses. 

There were several on her father’s ranch 
and she knew them almost as well as she 
knew the boys and girls she played with 
every day. In fact, she thought she knew 
just about everything there was to know 
about horses. 

But she didn’t. 

Her own horse was called Blackie, and 
she loved him dearly. One day she saddled 
him and went for a ride with her friends, 
all of whom rode horses like city children 
ride bicycles. 

They made for a certain spot near the 





S HORSE 


S. MAXWELL 


hills, where for some time they had been 
busy making a round corral for their horses 
out of rough logs and boards. 

It had been great fun hauling the lum- 
ber and putting. it in place, especially as 
Eleanor’s father had said the corral could 
be all their very own. Now it was almost 
finished. There was just one small section 
of the wall to be completed. A few more 
logs, a few more boards, and they would 
have the snuggest little corral for miles 
around. 

Dismounting, they tied their horses and 
started to work. To page 17 


Blackie ran, trying desperately to escape the thing that was making such strange noises behind him. 
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Alice and the Demon 


By ENID SPARKS 


LICE had smoked since she was four- 

teen. And this is how it happened. 

She went one day to visit her cousin, 
Emmit. There she became acquainted with 
two of Emmit’s friends, Ruth and Buell, 
and these girls coaxed her to learn to 
smoke so that she could be one of their 
group. 

Alice objected at first, but they told her 
not to be silly, and finally she put the 
cigarette in her mouth while Emmit lit it 
and showed her how to puff and blow. 
The smoke tasted awful and Alice felt 
very strange. Then Ruth suggested that she 
breathe in. A moment later, Alice gasped, 
“I don’t believe I have ever been sicker in 
all my life.” She was deathly ill. 

“You'll soon get over this,” encouraged 
the older girl. “We'll just have to get 
you a milder brand to start on, and then 
you'll be all right.” 

Alice puffed, coughed, and blew, but all 
the time there kept coming to her mind 
the picture of something that had hap- 
pened a few months before. She had gone 
to Sabbath school for the first time. She 
could see herself now in her black patent 
leather slippers and her straw hat with its 
long black ribbons. She remembered the 
sweet face of the teacher as she talked 
about the love of Jesus. 

She shuddered. Could Jesus love her 
now, puffing on this rotten weed? 

Little did Alice realize the habit that 
began with that first smoke. First it was 
only one mild cigarette, then another. 
Soon it was four or five a day. As the 
months passed by, the number increased 


steadily until she was smoking a whole 
pack every day. The demon habit had a 
firm hold on her. 

Alice moved into a lumber camp. The 
schoolhouse there was used for many of 
the community activities, even religious 
meetings, for there was a group of re- 
ligious young people in the camp. Two 
of the girls, Mary and Helen, asked Alice 
to come with them to prayer meeting. None 
of Alice’s own people were interested in 
religion, but she was longing to know 
Jesus as her own Saviour, and she didn’t 
know how to get acquainted with Him. 
So she willingly accepted the invitation. 

She thought deeply all through the 
prayer meeting. At the close, many gave 
testimonies. The speaker asked Alice 
whether there was something in her life 
she would like to overcome. Alice realized 
that they could smell tobacco on her even 
though they might not have seen her 
smoking. 

“Yes,” she answered, slowly. “I would 
like to quit smoking.” 

Everyone knelt, and many of those who 
were present prayed for Alice. Her jaws 
tightened, her fists clenched. Determina- 
tion filled her heart. She was going to stop 
smoking, or else. But poor Alice, she had 
no notion of the struggle that lay ahead. 

Soon after she had left the prayer meet- 
ing she was smoking the same as ever. 

It so happened that a very dear friend} 
Dotty, was going regularly to Mrs. Ho- 
gan’s to study the Bible. She kept telling 
Alice about the strange, exciting things 
she was learning. 
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would 
Alice 


“Do you suppose Mrs. Hogan 
care if I tagged along with you?” 
asked, eagerly. 

“No. I expect she would be happy to 
see you. She always makes me feel so much 
at home.” 

So Alice went. And just as they had 
hoped, Mrs. Hogan welcomed her gladly. 
Then one morning, after they had been 
attending the studies for several weeks, 
Dotty came rushing into Alice’s house 
with a Bible in her hand. 

“Oh, Alice, listen to what I have found!” 
She read carefully Isaiah 65:4 and 66:17. 
“You're not supposed to eat swine’s flesh. 
Let's go and ask Mrs. Hogan why her 
church eats pork.” 

“Let’s do. I have a question to ask her, 
too. She told us to read Revelation 21 
about the New Jerusalem. The twenty- 
seventh verse says that nothing that defiles 
can enter. I feel that a wretched tobacco 
slave like me could never enter that beau- 
tiful city.” 

Quick as she could, she turned off the 
electric stove and pulled the iron cord, 
and then the two young women fairly flew 
to Mrs. Hogan's, 

The friendly neighbor listened to their 
problems. She smiled kindly when they 
were through. “Our church doesn't use 


Again and again Alice went to her room to plead with God for power to overcome the demon. 





swine’s flesh or tobacco in 
any form,” she said. “There 
have been so many wonder- 
ful things to tell you, we just 
haven't come to that yet. But 
if you are interested in quit- 
ting smoking, here are several pamphlets 
about the harmful effects of tobacco you 
could read. But remember, the power to stop 
comes only from the God of heaven.” 

“IL must quit right now,” thought Alice, 
as she entered her own front door. With 
bowed head she pleaded with God ear- 
nestly to help her overcome. 

In about two hours the craving came 
back. She went to her bedroom to pray. 
After another two hours she began to 
think how delightful it would be to take 
just one more puff to ease her nerves. 
The house was full of tobacco smoke, for 
no one was interested in quitting but Alice. 
Mr. Smith sat reading the newspaper and 
a stream of billowy white smoke came into 
her face, Temptation was mastering her 
and almost before she knew it, she had 
seized the offending cigarette and blown 
the smoke through her nostrils. Now she 
must start all over again! 

Miserable days followed. Her whole body 
ached for just one puff. She was jumpy, 

To page 19 




















Jeff found out why no one liked him. 


THE 
Who Told 


BOY 


Everything * 


By DANNY WILLIAMS 


air felt cool on Jeff's cheeks as he 
walked beside Bud. 

They weren't particular friends, Jeff was 
thinking. But they had happened to come 
out of the classroom together, and so now 
they were walking along side by side. 

For that matter, Jeff remembered, he 
didn’t have any good friends. In fact, he 
didn’t have any friends at all. Why not, 
he wondered. What was the matter? 

He returned his attention to what Bud 
was saying, pushing aside that disturbing 
thought. 





so Miss Brockson said that I would 
have to Bive that speech tonight at the 
program,” Bud was saying. “I don’t know 
anything about public speaking, and just 
finding out about it this afternoon 4 
Bud shook his head, and shrugged. “I sure 
wish Bob hadn't gotten sick!” 

Jeff grinned. “I don’t blame you.” 

Bud said nothing for a moment, and 
then glanced up. “Look, tell me honestly, 
Jeff: Do you think that this afternoon when 
I gave that talk—you know, when I prac- 
ticed it before the class—do you think I 
did it OK?” 

“Well, no,” Jeff said. “You did it too 
fast. And you didn’t speak clearly enough. 
You ran your words together. Carl speaks 
better than you do. If only you could slow 
down and speak clearly, the way he does. 
But you don’t.” 

Bud looked surprised, but didn’t say any- 
thing. 

“When a person gives a speech,” Jeff 
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continued, “he should speak slowly—not 
too slowly, of course—but slow enough so 
people can get what he’s saying. And he 
should speak clearly and distinctly. He 
shouldn’t run his words together, the way 
you do.” 

Bud laughed a little nervously. “Well,” 
he said. “I guess I asked for it!” 

Jeff glanced up. 

Bud met his eyes. 

There was a moment of silence. 

“Look, Bud, I was only telling you. You 
asked me,” Jeff said. 

“Sure, sure,’ Bud said. “Well, I'll be see- 
ing you. I’m going to stop by Bob’s house 
and see how he feels.” 

Bud left and Jeff continued on alone, 
wondering what he had done wrong this 
time. 

People were just arriving when Jeff 
reached the auditorium that evening. He 
sat down about halfway up the rows of 
chairs, and waited for someone to sit near 
him. He wanted to talk to someone. He 
glanced around, but none of his classmates 
had arrived yet. 

A woman and a man sat down on th 
chairs in front of him. The woman, smilin 
turned around and asked, “Are we in your 
way? I know this hat is kind of high.” 

“Yes, it really is too high,” Jeff said. 
“But I'll be glad to move.” 

“Oh, but ” the woman began. 

Jeff got up and moved. 

The woman looked at her husband, and 
then at the stage, where the curtain was 


























stirring slightly as preparations were made 
behind it. 

The program was almost ready to be- 
gin. On the chairs near the front, and 
on rows behind him, Jeff noticed that his 
classmates had gathered. He motioned to 
some of them to sit near him, but they all 
decided to sit somewhere else. 

He began to feel conspicuous. He didn’t 
like to be the only one sitting alone, yet 
what could he do? 

Suddenly he felt hurt, and he stared at 

is hands a long time before he looked 
up again. 

Bud gave his speech well, in spite of 
his lack of preparation. And then the pro- 
gram was over, and Jeff got up. 

Maybe he could talk to Bud for a mo- 
ment before going home. He felt so very 
left out. 

Bud was off-stage, in a room near the 
back, talking with his teacher when Jeff 
entered. “Hi,” Bud said, grinning. 

After his teacher had left, Bud turned 
to Jeff. 

“Well, how'd it go?” 

Jeff shrugged. “You did pretty well, con- 
sidering. But you still talked too fast. Why 
didn’t you slow down the way I told you 
this afternoon? You would have been a 
lot better.” 

“Yes.” Well—thanks,” 
turned away. 


Bud said, and 


Jeff began to feel conspicuous. Why was it none of the fellows wanted to sit beside him? 





Jeff stared after Bud as he 
went to a group of boys clus- 
tered at the rear of the audi- 
torium. 

Then Jeff followed after 
Bud, and lingered near the 
group. 

When the group separated, Jeff neared 
Bud. “Look, Bud, what’s the matter? You 
asked me and I told you. Why did you 
get angry?” 

Bud paused for a moment and looked 
straight at Jeff. “Don’t you know?” he 
asked. “Don’t you have any idea why I 
got angry, or why everyone else gets angry 
with you?” 

“No, I ” Jeff stopped. “I ; 

Bud smiled. “Jeff, why do you talk the 
way you do? Why are you so—so blunt? 
I mean, after all, there is more than one 
way to say something.” 

Jeff frowned. “I don’t get you at all,” 
he said. “You asked me to tell you how 
you did, and so I told you what I thought. 
I was honest. And now you get cross. I 
don’t get it at all.” 

The auditorium was empty now, and 
someone had turned off the main lights. 
On the stage several students were putting 
away the props that had been used in the 
program, and were sweeping the stage. 

Bud's face was only a shadow in the 
darkness of the empty auditorium, but a 











light reflected in his eyes. His voice was 
unconsciously soft. 

“Look, Jeff, someone’s going to have to 
paint the picture for you, I guess. Don't 
you see? When someone asks you what 
you think of something, it doesn’t mean 
that you don’t need to use tact. You have 
to tell him in a nice way. | knew what 











WHEN BIRDS ARE HUNGRY 
By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


The birds get very hungry 
When the snow lies thick around, 
And none of nature's food is there 
On that hard, frozen ground. 


So | shall scatter bread crumbs 
Every day for the small birds, 

Who sing their thanks in cheerful song, 
That's sweeter far than words. 





you meant, and I tried not to get angry 
with you when you answered my question 
the way you did, but 

Bud paused and shook his head. “It took 
a lot of—of self-control not to get mad 
with you. I mean, it was pretty strong 
stuff, those things you were dishing out to 
me.” 

On the stage someone dropped a fold- 
ing chair. The noise echoed through the 
empty hall. 

Then Jeff asked, “What do you mean? 
I know nobody likes me, but——’” 

“How would you like it if I told you 
you were really awful? Suppose I came 
right out and said that? When anyone asks 
you how you feel about something, you 
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reply in such a blunt way that they feel in- 
sulted. People don’t like to be knocked. 
They want the truth, but they want it 
politely.” Bud paused, and then said, “You 
see, you feel insulted and hurt right now. 
I came out and told you the truth the way 
you've been telling it to me and the others.” 

Jeff swallowed, but didn’t say anything. 

“And you have a right to be angry with 
me. Sure, you asked me what was wrong 
—but I didn’t tell you in a nice way. I 
told you bluntly, and cruelly. I could hav 
said it in a nicer way, I think, and stil 
have been just as truthful, but I wouldn't 
have hurt you or made you angry with 
me.” 

Bud stopped then, and the silence of the 
empty auditorium could almost be felt. 

“I—I didn’t mean to give you a sermon 
like this. But someone had to tell you, 
I suppose,” Bud said. 

Jeff stared into the darkness, and then 
at the row upon row of empty chairs. “Some- 
how,” he said at last, “I never thought of it 
like this.” 

Far away, in another part of the build- 
ing, a door slammed, and there followed 
the sound of people walking down the 
outside stairs. Then the silence grew 
deeper. 

“Well, I guess we'd better go or we'll 
be locked in here all night,’ Bud said, 
laughing a little. 

Jeff followed him wordlessly into the 
night. He felt hurt. No one had ever 
talked to him frankly before. But then he 
realized that he had been doing the same 
thing to others for as long as he could 
remember. 

Bud had at least tried to be kind when 
he talked to him, but he had never tried 
to soften his own remarks. 

He glanced at Bud now as he walked 
along the street. 

“Thanks, Bud,” he said. There was a 
pause; then, “Do you think that if I 
change now, and watch the things I say, 
I can win back my friends?” 

Bud glanced at him. “It’s worth a try! 
isn't it?” he grinned. 

Jeff grinned back. “I'm going to try, 
Bud. And—and thanks for telling me.” 

They walked on. 

School would be better now, Jeff knew. 

And it had all been such a simple thing. 
All that had been needed, really, was just 
a spot of tact! 




















HE God of nature has never made a mis- 

take, but He certainly did things differ- 
ently when He created the kiwi. Maybe 
He wanted to show us there is more than 
one way to make a bird. 

This funny looking, gray-brown bird 
looks like a walking haystack, with a skinny 
neck, small head, and long bill. The kiwi’s 
feathers look more like long, loose strands 
of frizzy hair than like real bird feathers. 
Except for two little flaps, you won't be able 
to find any wings on the kiwi, nor a tail, 
either. It is just as though someone had 
forgotten to give it all the necessary parts. 

The kiwi more than makes up for its in- 
ability to fly by its ability to run. Its long 
legs and huge leg muscles carry it forward 
with exceeding swiftness, almost outrunning 
every other animal in New Zealand, its 
Native country. 

But the poor kiwi, not having any wings, 
has a hard time balancing itself. Often, 
running so fast, it will trip and roll over 
and over before being able to get back on 
its feet again. 

The closest relative to this strange bird 
is the ostrich, though it is not nearly so 
large as an ostrich. A full-grown kiwi is 
more nearly the size of a tame turkey 
gobbler. 

The bird is very fond of insects, which 
it scratches out of rotten logs with its long, 
strong claws. It also eats snails and worms. 
Strangely enough, though, the kiwi feeds 
only at night. During the day it sleeps. 


JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 


The strange-looking kiwi has neither wings nor tail. 
But get out of its way when it’s running. It’s fast! 


By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


NATURE'S MISTAKE 


When Mr. and Mrs. Kiwi feel the urge 
to raise a family they court each other by 
calling out each other’s name, “Kiwi, Kiwi.” 
After courtship is over Mrs. Kiwi lays 
a large creamy-white egg in a hole that 
she has dug at the base of a big tree. The 
nest is well camouflaged so the bird’s en- 
emies cannot find it. 

The big egg soon hatches. The young 
kiwi looks like its parents, except, of course, 
it is smaller. Yet it is a big baby when 
compared to the size of its mother, and 
very soon after hatching it is able to leave 
the protection of its parents and go out 
on its own. 

Birds are often mentioned in the Bible, 
perhaps because they are the most notice- 
able of the small animals. All of them are 
interesting, but few are as peculiar as 
the kiwi. 
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If a dog is allowed to choose his own food, will he know how to choose what is best for him? 


How Much Do You Know 


About 


| we a kerchief around your head, put your 
coat on backward, carry a bag of laundry 
over your shoulder, and walk up to your 
dog—but watch out that he doesn’t bite 
you before he gets your scent! 

For dogs’ eyes are very poor at seeing 
details, though they can tell shape and 
movement at a great distance. A dog may 
mot recognize even his own master in 
clothes that greatly change his appearance. 

But if you didn’t know this about your 
dog, don’t feel bad. Most people don’t 
know very much about dogs. Can you an- 
swer these questions? 

How long will your dog live? The length 
of life of different breeds varies considerably, 
but the average for all dogs is increasing 
every year. Today’s well-fed dogs live much 
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Dogs? 


longer than their grandfathers and probably 
twice as long as the dogs of a hundred 
years ago that had to hunt for their food. 

Does your dog need a bone? It used 
to be that many dogs died because they 
could not chew their food, even when they 
were only six or eight years old. The rea- 
son was that dogs lost their teeth because 
they didn’t get the right food. And they 
gnawed on too many bones. 

Today a well-fed dog does not need a 
bone any more than a human does. 

Do dogs need vegetables? Yes. A dog 
fed only on meat, raw or cooked, will soon 
be suffering from malnutrition. Dogs in the 
wild state got their vegetables by eating 
their victims’ stomachs, which were often 
full of grain and grass. 





























































Can dogs choose their own food? In other 
words, if a dog is given both food that 
is good for him and food that is not good— 
but tastes nice—will he have enough sense 
to choose the good food? 

Not so, say the scientists at the Swift 
Nutritional Research Kennels in Chicago. 
A dog eats the things he likes and leaves 
the things he doesn’t like, just as a child 
does. Offered fresh meat, cereal, cod-liver 
oil, minerals, vitamins, and bone meal, for 
instance, he may select only the meat and 
destroy his health, even though eating the 
other things would give him a reasonably 
balanced diet. Only by thoroughly mixing 
the needed food in the correct proportions, 
or buying a ready-mixed food, can the dog 
owner really be sure his pet is well nour- 
ished. 

Can dogs see colors? No. Your dog is 
probably color-blind, or nearly so. Appar- 
ently dogs can distinguish shades but not 
colors. 

At the Swift kennels, scientists ran a 
series of tests with their canned food, Pard. 
This product has a high meat content and 
a natural meat color. It was assumed that 
this was pleasing to the canine eye. But 
being research men, they decided to make 
sure. 

Colors that had no smell were added to 
the food and the scientists watched from 
a distance. 

The result? The color certainly was not 
important to the dog. So long as there 
was no change in odor or taste, it didn’t 
care the least bit what the color was. 

Will bathing your dog give him a cold? 
Probably not. There is very little chance 
of your dog catching cold when you give 
him a bath—though there are other good 
reasons for not bathing him too frequently. 
A dog has no sweat glands, so getting him 
wet isn’t likely to give him a chill. The 
shivering you may have noticed is often 
just nervousness. If he seems to have the 
sniffles after a bath, it is probably only 
that you got some soap in his nose. 

However, instead of sweat glands he has 
oil glands, which keep his skin and hair 
soft and pliable. Washing too frequently, 
particularly with warm water and soap, 
removes the oil and leaves the skin dry 
and itchy, and makes the coat dull. 

How can you train your dog not to bite 
the mailman? Remember that a dog makes 
his way in the world largely through his 


sense of smell. To become acquainted he 
has to have a chance to do some sniffing 
around. From a distance a dog sees out- 
lines, and if the outline of a person looks 
“different,” he is suspicious. If a person 
makes sudden, swift, or threatening mo- 
tions, if he turns and runs, then the dog 
has reason to think that his suspicions 
were correct. 

Take a common set-up. Let us say the 
mailman enters your yard. The uniform, 
the scent of a person strange to him— 
Rover is tensed for trouble. He comes out 
barking or, perhaps, growling. 

The wrong thing under such circum- 
stances is for the home owner to rush 
out excitedly, shout at the dog, and try 
to yank him back inside the house. Rover 
would then be convinced that something was 
fishy about this stranger. His mistress ap- 
pears frightened. She certainly looks angry 
and upset. Mailmen will forever after cause 
Rover to bristle at their approach. 

However, if on their first meeting the 
housewife had spoken calmly to the dog, 
put him on his leash, and given him an 
opportunity to thoroughly sniff the stranger 
while she carried on a friendly conversa- 
tion, there would probably be no further 
trouble. And this is true whether the stranger 
be the mailman, the milkman, or the child 
next door. To page 17 


Brush your dog often to keep his coat shining. 


ere 
ae 


BURGLARS IN THE BA. 


By V. E. 


ILLY and Jack wandered around the streets 

of the small pioneer town in Western 
Colorado. Their parents had brought them 
in the wagon from their farm eighteen miles 
away. They did not have much money in 
their pockets, but how they did enjoy look- 
ing in the store windows. 

What interested them most today was a 
picture they saw in the post office. There 
was no post office building in the town, but 
a corner of the general store had been railed 
off and fixed up. The boys had met their 
parents there at two o'clock, and while 
Father was getting the mail, Billy wandered 
over and looked at some pictures pasted to 
the wall. Suddenly he called to his brother: 

“Look here, Jack. Those are two men they 
are trying to catch. Bad men, this says they 
are, wanted by the Government. One is named 
Scarface Al, and the other is called Texas 
Sam. Scarface has a mark right down one 
side of his face and Sam, it says here, has 
only three fingers on one hand. They held 
up a train over near Leadville, and took off 
some mail bags. And look here, it says 
they will give five hundred dollars to any- 
one who helps to catch them.” 

“Yes,” broke in the storekeeper, who was 
also postmaster, “they seem to have their 
headquarters in this area. Farmer Josh Freem 
lost seven horses right out of his barn a fort- 
night ago. The sheriff thinks it was these two 
that did it.” 

“Just think,” muttered Billy to his brother, 
“those two men are somewhere right this 
minute while we are standing here. Wouldn't 
it be wonderful if we could find them and 
lead the sheriff to them and get all that 
money?” 
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“Now, boys,” broke in their father, “don't 
get the idea you can suddenly leave the farm 
tomorrow and start combing the mountains 
for those outlaws. If you did find them by 
chance, they would shoot you without a 
second thought.” 

But the boys didn’t forget the picture they 
had seen on the wall of the store. Whenever 
they were in town (which 
wasn't often) they would ask 
the postmaster for the latest 
reports on the doings of the 
bandits. 

Work on the farm contin- 
ued through the busy summer 
days. Great piles of hay were 
stacked near the barn to carry 
the stock through the snows 
of a Colorado winter. The 
corn granary was filled to 
overflowing. And many bar- 
rels of apples and potatoes 













had been rolled into the cel- 
lar under the house. 

One day late in the fall, 
Father Brown called his two 
sons out behind the barn. 
Pointing with his finger, he 
said: 

“Down there in the south 
meadow lies the last cutting 
of clover hay, ready to be 
brought in. I had planned to 
take you two boys to town 
with Mother and me tomor- 








Scarface Al stepped on the carpet 
and fell into the basement. Jack 
pushed Texas Sam in after him! 























































SASEMENT 


row, but signs in the sky indicate that the 
first winter storm will probably arrive be- 
fore the end of this week. That hay must 
come in. Our trip to town cannot be post- 
poned. So I shall have to ask you to remain 
here tomorrow, and with the help of Nell 
and Bess hitched to the big wagon, bring 
the hay into the barn. 

















The family was astir the next morning 
before daylight. Around the breakfast table 
Father conducted morning prayers, and ear- 
nestly asked God's protection on his chil- 
dren during the day. Then, after a good 
breakfast, the parents set off just as the sky 
was beginning to show red in the east. The 
last thing that Father said before getting 
into the wagon was, “I have so much to do 
in town today that it may be quite late be- 
fore we get back. You don’t need to wait 
up for us. I will have something special for 
each of you if that hay is all in the barn 
when I return.” Soon the team disappeared 
around a bend in the road. 

It proved to be a busy day for the boys. 
Back and forth they went from barn to 
meadow. By four o'clock, when the sun 
dropped behind the mountains, the last load 
was being piled onto the wagon and the job 
was nearly done. Then followed the regular 
chores of caring for the horses and hens, 
milking the cows, gathering the eggs, and 
seeing that all the animals were safely housed 
for the night. 

The autumn twilight closed down early. 








Sermon Scribes Win Airplane Rides 


PAUL F. BORK, Reporting 


There is no whispering in church among 
the Juniors of Taunton, Massachusetts. They 
are too busy with their pencils. But not 
drawing pictures. They are taking down 
notes on the sermon. They write down every 
text and the high point of each illustration. 

They call themselves the Sermon Scribes, 
and sometimes they bring their non-Ad- 
ventist friends to church and start them 
reporting sermons also! 

At the end of each worship service the 
papers on which the texts are written are 


handed to the pastor, who records them. 
At the end of each six-week period the 
pastor takes the faithful Scribes for an 
outing. 

The first was an all-day hiking-swimming- 
cook-out in a State forest. The second affair 
—as you may have guessed from the 
picture—was an airplane ride over their 
homes. 

About thirteen JMV’s are participating. 
A hay ride was in the plans the last we 
heard. 

Why not ask your pastor to start a sim- 
ilar program in your church? 











Billy lit one large kerosene lamp and placed 
it in the kitchen window to cheer his par- 
ents as they drew near the house. Then the 
boys set to work to prepare the evening 
meal. Being used to frontier life and not 
having any sisters, they knew just what they 
wanted to do and how to prepare an appetiz- 
ing meal. A big pot of vegetable soup bub- 
bled on the back of the stove. Fragrant odors 
came from the oven when the door was 
opened and Jack peeped at the biscuits 
browning in the pans. The table was set. 
The boys began to imagine they could 
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hear the sound of approaching horses trot- 
ting up the road, only to be disappointed 
over and over again. When eight o'clock 
came, they decided to eat their supper, lea 
the rest of the food to keep warm on : 
stove, and go to bed. Just as they were pre- 
paring to sit down, however, they did hear 
something coming. 

“Here they are!” exclaimed Billy, throw- 
ing open the kitchen door and peering into 
the darkness. 

“No, that’s not them,” replied Jack as two 


To page 19 















Dan hadn't cheated. But how 


could he prove it? 


Caught, but Not Guilty 


By DAVID GOODLETT 


HE class was just through with the ge- 

ography lesson when Miss Mueller told 
the children there would be a change from 
the regular schedule. 

“We will have the spelling lesson next, 
instead of grammar,” she said. “Be sure 
you are quiet as you study.” 

Dan sailed through the list of words he 
was to know for the test next day. He 
saw there were several he wasn’t sure of 
and he took out two sheets of paper and 
wrote the words over and over. 

Presently he came to the end of his sec- 
ond sheet and looked for more. But 
there was no more. 

Then he had a bright idea. He could 
write the words on the top of his desk 
































































and then rub them off with his hand. This 
he did many times. 

Finally, when he was at the end of the 
list again, and just before he rubbed the 
words off, the bell rang for recess. Up he 
jumped and dashed through the door. It 
was time for fun. 

Recess over, the class returned and 
studied grammar in small groups around 
the room. Grammar was so interesting that 
Dan forgot all about the words on his 
desk. As soon as the dismissal bell rang, 
he was up and gone. 

Next day, the first thing on the schedule 
was that spelling test. Dan got his paper 
and pen and wrote each word carefully 
and was sure he had made 100 per cent. 
He was really happy. 

But the next day Teacher, walking down 
the aisle, saw those words on Dan’s desk. 
“What are these words?” she asked coldly. 

Dan’s eyes nearly popped out of his 
head. He had forgotten all about them! 

“They are the words for the spelling 
test, aren’t they?” Teacher went on. 

Poor Dan. It certainly looked as though 
he had cheated. But he hadn't. He had 
not copied the words off the desk when 
he wrote the test, and he knew it. But 
how could he prove it? 

“Since it is obvious that you cheated, 
I shall tear up your paper and give you a 
zero for the test,” the teacher said. 

To page 17 


“I see you've been cheating,” said Teacher, point- 
ing to spelling words written on top of Dan’s desk. 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


"I" Am a Bible Character 


By LOIS SNELLING 


Ponice sees sees see Abraham’s son (Gen. 21:3). 

Missionary with Paul (Acts 15:40). 

.. Prophet who stopped the rain (James 
S307). 

ee Israel’s greatest king (2 Sam. 5:1). 
. | Ruth’s mother-in-law (Ruth 1:8). 





Hidden Birds of the Bible 
By IRENE R. TUBBS 


Example, COCKle burs stuck to Alvin's clothes. 


1. Mother said, “You do very weil in reading.” 


(Gen. 8:8.) 
2. Go slow, Lawrence, if you expect to be a good 
artist. (Lev. 11:16.) 


3. The mending kit Elmer carried was heavy. (Lev. 
11:14.) 

4. The most Richard could say was, “Il 
know.” (Job 39:13.) 

5. She was wan and thin from her long illness. 
(Lev. 11:18.) 

6. The crazy man would rave night and day. (Gen. 
8:7.) 

7. The hero noticed the loud applause before his 
speech was finished. (Lev. 11:19.) 

8. To carry the Gospel, Icando, the Indian, would 
go to the limit of his strength. (Ps. 102:6.) 


don’t 


What Is Your B.1.Q.? 


By MILDRED G. LEWIS 


What is your Bible intelligence rating? Each of the 
following words begins with the letter B. One hint 
is given you in the definition that follows the blanks. 
The number of blanks on each line tells you how 
many letters are in each word. See if you can get the 
word from these two clues. If you can’t, look up 


the text. 
Be epee or He owned a field where Ruth 
gleaned. (Ruth 2:8.) 


2. Boies eee we A heathen god; his altars and priests 
were destroyed by Gideon. (Judges 6:24, 25.) 


3. Bu. uu. ue Something God will do to our sins 
when we confess and repent of them. (Acts 3:19.) 


4. Bu. wu. ... A beast representing, in prophecy, 


the kingdom that captured Babylon. (Dan. 7:5.) 
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>. 1B. 


. Something worn on the priests’ 


garments. (Ex. 28: 33. ) 

| SE ae teen A kingdom represented by 
a head of gold. (Dan. 2.) 

MB es vats ety ear ey A very solemn ceremony 


in which a person signifies he wishes to live a new 


life. (Acts 2:38.) 


Bible Step 


By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON 


1. A good king of Israel. (1 Kings 15:11.) 
2.. Te: cry: a 
3. The father of Israel. (Gen. 17:5.) 

4. Fuss or confusion. (Mark 5:39.) 

5. The meekest of all men. (Numbers 12:3.) 
6. Prophet Samuel lived with. (1 Sam. 1:25.) 
E 


. Wrongdoing. (1 John 3:4.) 


















































Guess Who? 
By MARY J. VINE 


Out of the rock the fire came, 

And a good meal went up in flame. 

By those brave hands were those good things 
spread, 

For an angel who had no need of bread. 

And those were the idols this boy tore down 

To prove he was worthy so great renown. 

See Judges 6. 
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Caught, but Not Guilty 
From page 15 


“Please, Miss Mueller,” he said, “I didn’t 
cheat, honest I didn’t.” 

“Well, we'll see about that,” said Miss 
Mueller. “First we'll get a wet cloth and 
wash those words off.” Then she added, 
firmly but kindly, “Stay in at recess and 
take the test again, and I'll know whether 
you cheated or not.” 

Dan rubbed on the words and they came 
right off. 

He stayed in at recess and wrote the 
test again. Teacher marked it carefully. 
“It’s 100 per cent right,”.she said at last. 
“I'm glad to know that you didn’t cheat 
after all.” 

“Whew,” gasped Dan. “I guess the best 
way to prove a fellow didn’t cheat is to 
show he knows the stuff so well he didn’t 
need to cheat.” 

Teacher just smiled, and Dan rushed out 
to get in a few minutes of play before 
the bell rang again. 





How Much Do You Know 
About Dogs? 


From page 11 


How should you try to get acquainted 
with a new dog? First, let the dog make 
the advances. You may be tempted to 
reach out and pat him. But control that 
impulse. While it may be true that a 
dog can detect fear in a person it is equally 
true that many dogs resent undue familiarity 
from a stranger. 

Remember that a dog gets acquainted 
by means of his nose. If you remain still, 
the chances are that the dog will approach 
you and start sniffing. 

If you are carrying something, keep it 
low and keep it still. Let him investigate. 
eo: your hands down, too, because the 
og will want to sniff them. 

After he seems to be satisfied that you 
are not a menace, slowly extend your hand, 
palm down. Let him smell it again, and 
then scratch him up under his ears. 

Above all, don’t make any sudden move- 
ments and don’t be loud or too quickly 
familiar. Try to use as much common sense 
in meeting a dog as you would use in 


meeting a person. You don't throw your 
arms around a new acquaintance and em- 
brace him. 

The human voice has a strong influence 
on animals. Speak in a low and _ friendly 
voice. It doesn’t matter what you say. It 
is the tone you use. 

How well did you do on these ques- 
tions? If you remember the answers, you 
will have more fun with dogs, and they 
will like you better. 





Eleanor’s Horse 
From page 3 


First of all a big log had to be moved, 
and the children argued for some time as 
to how this was to be done. 

“I know,” said Eleanor. “Blackie will haul 
it. Just tie one end of the rope around 
the log and the other to my saddle horn, 
and he'll have it in place in no time.” 

“I wouldn’t risk it,’ said one of the 
boys. “Blackie’s a saddle horse and he won't 
like hauling anything.” 

Eleanor remembered that her father had 
told her exactly the same thing. But she 
thought she knew best. 

“My Blackie will do just what I tell 
him,” she said. “You watch.” 

They did watch, and they saw something 
they will not forget in a hurry. 

Blackie took no notice as the rope was 
tied around the log. But when Eleanor 
tied the other end to her saddle horn he 
became a little restive. It was clear he 
didn’t like what was going on. 

“Everything all right?” Eleanor asked 
the other children. 

“Okay,” they cried. “But you'd better 
watch out.” 

“Come on, Blackie,” cooed Eleanor. “Just 
you show them what you can do.” 

Blackie moved a few paces forward. The 
rope got taut. He stopped. 

“Come along now, Blackie,” said Elea- 
nor, patting him lovingly. But Blackie was 
in no mood to be loved. He moved on a 
few paces, dragging the log. It made a 
scraping, scratching sound as it glided over 
the stony ground. Blackie didn’t like the 
noise. He jumped forward, trying to get 
away from it, but it came after him. 

Now he was really frightened. Away he 
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went at a frightening pace, dragging the 
log after him. On and on he galloped, 
with Eleanor hanging on for dear life. 
She pulled hard on the reins, but it made 
no difference. Blackie was mad with fear. 

A hundred yards ahead was a high fence 
with a gate—and the gate was closed! 

To Eleanor it looked like certain death. 
Blackie might leap the gate—but the log? 
Surely it would break his neck, and hers 
too. 


* Straight toward the gate went Blackie, 


etting wilder every moment as the log 
clattered and squeaked and banged along 
behind him. 

Ten more yards. Five, four, three, two, 
one! 

Eleanor closed her eyes. She felt Blackie 
leap in the air. Then there was a fright- 
ful crash. 

Blackie had leaped the gate, but the 
log had smashed it to pieces and broken 
the rope. 

Rid of the awful thing behind him, 
Blackie soon came to a standstill, trem- 
bling all over. 

I don’t know who was frightened most 
—Blackie or Eleanor or the other chil- 
dren, who now came galloping up, ex- 
pecting to find her half dead. 

“Whatever will Father say?” said Elea- 
nor, looking ruefully at the broken gate. 

Father said plenty. But when he learned 
how sore she was in a certain place from 
her wild, terrifying gallop, he thought she 
had been punished enough already. 

As for Eleanor, she thanked God her 
life had been spared, and agreed there were 
a few things about horses she didn’t know 
—yet. 


Alice and the Demon 
From page 5 


irritable, but determined to stick it out. 
She kept returning to her room for prayer. 


@:.%: her head would begin to float and 


er chest would feel as though a giant 
demon was seizing her, temptation would 
win and she would snatch someone’s ciga- 
rette for just one more puff. 

The desperate struggle lasted for four 
months. Alice was one big pack of nerves. 
She passed through one nicotine fit after 
another. She prayed again and again for 
strength to overcome. And every day she 


felt herself growing a little stronger. The 
awful, pulling sensation seemed weaker. 

“Alice, you have quit smoking, haven't 
you?” asked the pastor after the evening 
study. 

“Yes,” answered Alice. “And I am so 
thankful for the upholding power of God! 
So many times I placed my trembling 
hand in His and He helped me through 
the long days and the sleepless nights.” 

Soon Alice was baptized. Even then, 
she would dream that she was with a crowd 
of smokers and had taken just one more 
puff. She would be so frightened that 
she would wake up in a cold sweat. Then 
she would slip out of bed and onto her 
knees, to thank God that it was only a 
dream. 

“If Juniors could only understand the 
awful effects of nicotine, they would never 
be coaxed into taking the first puff,” said 
Alice thoughtfully, as she started to make 
out the program for the Junior Sabbath 
school division. 


Burglars in the Basement 
From page 14 


horses and their riders came galloping across 
the yard and drew up at the kitchen steps. 
Two tough-looking men dismounted, quickly 
tied their horses to the railings, and pro- 
ceeded to walk right up the steps and into 
the warm kitchen. Both boys looked on in 
amazement, not knowing what to make of 
the sudden intrusion. 

“That's all right, kids,” said the older of 
the two men, a heavily bearded man wear- 
ing a nondescript outfit and fingering a re- 
volver he wore in his belt. “We are well 
acquainted with this country. We saw your 
Ma and Pa in town today. They can’t get here 
for two or three hours, so we have plenty of 
time to collect whatever silver or other valu- 
ables happen to be in the house. Here, Bub, 
run out to your barn and bring me a couple 
of gunny sacks, and be quick about it.” The 
man pointed a skinny finger at Jack, who 
went and shortly returned with the required 
bags. 

Billy started to take the food from the 
table and put it back in the pantry, but the 
younger of the unwanted visitors spoke up. 

“No you don’t. Just leave that there. We're 
going up into your attic and take a look at 
the trunks and things usually stored in such 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 


Ivy Ringrose, age 14. No. 7 R.D., Whangarei, 
North New Zealand. Stamps, coins, art. 


Christine Garel, age 13. 2808 Goodrich Avenue, 
Ferndale 20, Michigan, U.S.A. Sewing, cooking, ice 
skating, reading, stamps. 

Jolene Mueller, age 13. Box 114, Goodrich, North 
Dakota, U.S.A. Ice skating, basketball, reading. 

Roxana Sanchez, age 15. Apartado 16. Monte- 
morelos, N.L., Mexico. Cooking, homemaking. 

Robbie Jeanne Yanase, age 12. Box 525, Pagosa 
Springs, Colorado, U.S.A. Reading, skating, swim- 
ming, writing letters. 

Marilyn Joyce Cotton, age 13. Box 391, Pagosa 
Springs, Colorado, U.S.A. Skating, reading, piano, 
photography. 

Carla L. Kinser, age 12. Box 555, Pagosa Springs, 
Colorado, U.S.A. Post cards, photos. 

Lana Klyn, age 10. Route 2, Box 87, Cornelius, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Insects, rocks, post cards, stamps. 

Susan Young, age 11. Route 1, Box 22, Cornelius, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, fancy pins, trading pictures. 


Daisy Marsh, age 13. Route 1, Box 24, Cornelius, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, rocks, trading pictures. 


Glenn Barns, age 13. Route 1, Box 24A, Cornelius, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, trading pictures. 


Herb Stratton, age 14. Route 1, Box 147, Forest 
Grove, Oregon, U.S.A. Dogs, china, model cars, 
stamps. 

Jack Marsh, age 16. Route 2, Box 24, Cornelius, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Music, stamps. 


Norma Stratton, age 16. Route 1, Box 147, Forest 
Grove, Oregon, U.S.A. Stamps, fancy pins, paper 
napkins. 


places. We're downright hungry, and we'll 
eat our supper before we take leave of you. 
No monkeyshines now, and no poison in 
the soup. We'll make you eat some of it 
first." And the two men took one of the 
lanterns and proceeded into the living room. 
The boys could hear drawers being opened 
and ransacked. Then they heard the men 
climbing the stairs. 

His face pale with fear, Billy looked at 
his brother and whispered, trembling, “Did 
you see it? That long scar on his face? That 
must be Scarface Al.” 

“Yes, I saw it. His companion must be 
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Texas Sam. I tried to look at his hand but 
he kept it hidden. What shall we do? We 
have a shotgun in the kitchen, but I wouldn't 
dare try shooting it out with those fellows.” 

“Isn't there some place we could hide? 
They might shoot us before leaving just be- 
cause we have seen their faces. Let's go down 
and hide in the cellar. I don’t think they will 
go searching down there.” 

“No, it might make them angry not to 
find us here. They might even set fire to the 
house before leaving. Wait, I have an idea 
You mentioned the basement. If we can ge 
them into it, they will be out of harm's way 
for a while. It has thick walls. The outside 
entrance is solidly banked up for the winter. 
Here, help me and I think we can fix them.” 

Billy yanked up the rag carpet covering 
the kitchen floor. He grabbed the ring and 
pulled the trap door open, laying it down 
flat on the kitchen floor. Then spreading 
the rug smoothly over the empty space, con- 
cealing the hole, they anxiously waited the 
return of the robbers. In order to avert sus- 
picion, Billy remained near the stove, as 
if still busy making preparations for supper. 
Jack stood in the shadow near the living 
room door. 

After what seemed like an hour, the boys 
heard the intruders returning. Down the 
stairs they came in a very bad frame of mind, 
for evidently they had not found as much 
loot as they had expected. The first man set 
the lantern down near the door and with 
his sack over his shoulder stepped into the 
kitchen, closely followed by his companion. 

“Ha! Now for some supper,” he exclaimed, 
“and see that you boys ; 

He got no further with that sentence. Step- 
ping onto the edge of the rag rug concealing 
the opening, he went plunging down into the 
basement. His companion halted suddenly, 
but a vigorous push from Jack caused him 
to lose his balance, and throwing up his 
hands, he too dropped through the hole. 
However, he managed to grasp the edge of 
the floor as he fell. Hanging on there he 
made desperate efforts to draw himself u 
Both boys now grasped the trap door “ 
slammed it down, which caused the man to 
release his hold and drop to the bottom of 
the cellar with a cry of anguish. In the brief 
glimpse they had of his hands, however, 
Billy noted that one hand had only three 
fingers. 

Onto the trap door the boys now dragged 
everything heavy they could find. They 








brought a big chest from the living room. 
The wood box followed, and then the boys 
sat on top of the boxes. They shuddered as 
they listened to the fearful language coming 
from the cellar. The boys had no appetite 
for supper. Time seemed to drag by as they 
waited for sounds indicating the return of 
their father and mother. The clock on the 
wall slowly ticked off the minutes. Billy 
expressed the fear that their prisoners might 
dig their way out, but Jack assured him it 
@: impossible. 

It was nearly midnight when they heard 
the horses’ steady trot, trot coming up the 
driveway. Jack said, “You go and tell them. 
I'm not going to leave this trap door.” 

So Billy was away like a flash, stumbling 
down the steps, running to the wagon, shout- 
ing in the greatest excitement, “We've got 
‘em! The robbers. We've got ‘em!” 

It was some time before the astonished 
parents could really grasp the situation. Mrs. 
Brown shuddered as she thought of what 
those bad men might have done to her boys. 
Mr. Brown was unwilling to leave the men 
under his house an hour longer than neces- 
sary. 

“Here, Mother,” he said. “You watch that 
door. I'm going for the sheriff.” 

On his fastest horse Mr. Brown raced 
back over the miles to town, and ere the 
sun had climbed over the eastern mountains 
was back with the sheriff and six men. They 
found Mrs. Brown still sitting on the box 
over the trap door, having sent the boys 
off to bed with a promise to call them when 
the sheriff came. That officer could hardly 
believe that two boys had really cornered 
the desperados, but had to admit it was true 
when the two men sullenly climbed the cel- 
lar steps, hands held high in the air. Quickly 
the handcuffs were snapped on and they 
started a long, long journey. 

Once again Farmer Brown gathered his 
family together, and taking the big Bible, 
read the ninety-first Psalm to them. Then 
eo: he poured out his gratitude to God 


for His loving watchcare over his children 
in their time of need. 

The rest of the story is quickly told. Both 
robbers were sent up for long terms in 
the penitentiary. Billy and Jack collected 
the five hundred dollars promised and used 
most of it securing an education. Through- 
out long lives, both continued to tell their 
children and grandchildren the story of the 
greatest adventure of their boyhood days. 





OLD FAITHFUL NOT SO FAITHFUL. Most 
people think that Old Faithful, the big geyser 
in Yellowstone, erupts every sixty-four minutes. 
Actually, eruptions may be only thirty-seven 
minutes apart, or as much as ninety-three. 


EAR MIKE. We always thought that we spoke 
with our mouths, but now someone has proved 
that we can talk almost as well with our ears, 
and sometimes even better! When pilots and 
other workers have to communicate through 
microphones, if the mike is supported in front 
of their mouths, it picks up all the noise of 
the airplane or machinery as well as the sound 
of the voice. But if a specially formed micro- 
phone is placed in the ear, it picks up the 
human voice remarkably well and with no 
outside noise. 


ANIMALS IN THE GAS TANK. You may be 
surprised to know it, but the gasoline your 
father buys is really animals and fish! As a 
result of the Flood, vast quantities of living 
things were buried in great deposits under the 
ground. These decomposed in time to become 
oil, which in turn is refined into gasoline. 


COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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Vill—The Coming of the Prince of Peace i | 


(FEBRUARY 25) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Isaiah 11:1-9; 12. 
LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: ‘Peace I leave 
with you, my peace I give unto you: not as the 
world giveth, give I unto you” (John 14:27). 


READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 
Guiding Thought 


If there was one thing Israel and Judah yearned 
for more than anything else, it was peace. Not 
only was there trouble within the nation, but 
there were continual threats from the armies of 
neighboring countries, Syria, Assyria, and others. 
And more than this—they did not have peace of 
heart. They had gone against their conscience, 
broken God's laws, and had lost peace of heart 
and of mind. Isaiah comes with a message of 
peace. He tells of One who will gather the nations 
of the earth together in brotherhood, who will 
bring the peace that comes from a knowledge of 
God and salvation. He tells of the time when 
peace will reign in all the earth, when even 
among the animals all sense of fear will be 
absent and peace will reign supreme. 


SUNDAY 


The Prince of Peace 


1. Find Isaiah 10:33, 34. What had God de- 
clared He would do to the mighty ones of the 
land? 


NoTeE.—In the Bible, trees represent rulers. 
Isaiah prophesied in the last days of the mighty 
ones—kings of Judah. Soon the years of captivity 
would begin, and the royal line would die out. 


2. Read Isaiah 11:1. Although the “tree”— 
the royal line—seemed to be cut down and dead, 
what eventually would grow from it? Whom does 
this represent? 

NOTE.—Sometimes out of a stump of a felled 
tree we see a shoot spring forth and new life 
begin. So in the case of Israel, the old line of 
kings was cut down, but a Branch—Jesus the 
Prince of Peace—was to grow out of the old 
stump and come with new life to rule over God’s 
chosen ones. 
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3. Find Isaiah 9:6, last phrase. What title 
did Isaiah give to the Saviour? 
For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p: 223. 
MONDAY 


Before Peace Comes 


4. Find Isaiah 11:4. What will the Prince of 
Peace have to do before His everlasting kingdom 
can be set up? 

5. Find Luke 12:51. Did Christ promise peace 
on this earth as it now is? 


NOTE.—On another occasion He told His 
disciples, ‘And ye shall hear of wars and rumours 
of wars. ... For nation shall rise against nation, 
and kingdom against kingdom” (Matt. 24:6, 7). 
He prophesied of unrest not only among nations 
but also in families, of trouble in every sphere, 
before His kingdom could be established. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 84, pars. 2, 3 


TUESDAY 


The Kind of Peace Christ Came to Bring 


6. Find Luke 2:14. When the angel heralds 
announced the birth of a descendant of David 
to the watching shepherds, what did they say 
would come to the earth? 

7. Find John 14:27. What did Jesus leave 
to His disciples? 

8. Find John 16:33. How did Jesus say it 
would be possible for us to have peace in ; 
troubled world? & 


NoTE.—It is the knowledge of Christ that 
brings peace to us. “These things I have spoken 
unto you, that in me ye might have peace,” Jesus 
told His disciples. He gives to us an inward peace 
that comes from knowing we are in our heavenly 
Father's keeping. We can have that inward peace 
when all about us the storms of life are raging. 


For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 84, par. 1. 











WEDNESDAY 


Subjects of the Kingdom of Christ’s Peace 


9. Find Isaiah 11:10, 12. From what part of 
the world do the subjects of the Prince of Peace 
come? 

10. Find Revelation 14:6. To whom is the 
“everlasting gospel” to be preached? 

ll. Find Matt. 24:14. What is one of the signs 
of the nearness of the second coming of Christ? 


NorTe.—‘“In Africa, in China, in India, there 
are thousands, yes, millions, who have not heard 
the message of the truth for this time. They must 

e warned. The islands of the sea are waiting for 
at knowledge of God.” —Testimonies, vol. 9, p. 51. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 


827, par. 4; p. 828. 


THURSDAY 


Peace Forever 


12. Find Isaiah 12. Read the song of joy to 
be sung by those who hear the message of peace 
in all the world. 

13. Read Isaiah 11:9. When at last there is 
peace, not only in the hearts of God’s children, 
but in a world made perfect again, what con- 
ditions will exist? 

14. Read verses 7, 8. How will this everlasting 
peace extend even to the animal world? 

NoTE.—Mrs. E. G. White, in her first vision 
saw a picture of that time when peace will reign 
in the earth. After describing the field full of 
flowers that never fade, she writes, “Then we 
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In heaven lions and calves, wolves and lambs will live in peace, and children will play with them. 


entered a field full of all kinds of beasts,—the 
lion, the lamb, the leopard, and the wolf, all 
together in perfect union. We passed through the 
midst of them, and they followed on peaceably 
after.”—Early Writings, p. 18. 


For further reading: The Great Controversy, 
p. 675 (1950 ed., p. 665). 


FRIDAY 


COMPLETE THE THREE NAMES FOR CHRIST re- 
ferred to by Isaiah and mentioned in this week's 
lesson: 

THE PRINCE OF 

A BRA... 

A ROOT OF 

What kind of peace did Christ bring at His 
first advent? 

What kind of peace will He bring at His 
Second Advent? 

A tree grew on the very edge of the bank. One 
branch reached far out over the waterfall, and 
on the very end of the limb was a bird's nest. 
Resting quietly within it, hovering over some tiny 
eggs, was a little gray bird. She seemed wholly 
unaware of the fact that beneath her was raging 
death. She was at perfect peace as she sang her 
sweet song of trust and happiness. 

So the person who has become an heir to 
Christ’s wonderful legacy will have abundance 
of peace and be quiet from fear of evil, though 
destruction and death abound on every side. 
“Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose 
mind is stayed on thee: because he trusteth in 
thee” (Isaiah 26:3). 
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1. Fortunately for the armadillo family they were 
near one of their dens. All escaped except one little 
one. 2. By fall the young were practically full grown. 
Their shells, which at first had been soft as fine 
leather, were now beginning to harden. Bandy and 











his brothers soon went off on their own. 3. Bandy 
headed north, for there were already too many 
armadillos where he had been brought up. A big 
hawk spied him as he was traveling over the fields 
and pounced on him greedily with its sharp talons. 











4. By wriggling violently Bandy managed to slip 
from the hawk's claws. They were unable to punc- 
ture his armor. 5. In a few rapid bounds the arma- 
dillo found safety in a clump of prickly pear cactus 
where the hawk could not follow. 6. While traveling 
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Bandy found plenty of insect food to satisfy him, 
but occasionally he would eat wild fruit like black- 
berries, mulberries, or wild plums. Although often 
accused of eating the eggs of game birds, most 
armadillos will eat eggs only if they are broken. 

















7. Another food that Bandy liked occasionally was 
mushrooms. He was especially fond of the puffballs 
that grew in damp meadows. 8. At last it seemed 
as though his journey was over. He came to the 
bank of a wide river. 9. He had often crossed small 
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streams by taking a deep breath and walking through 
on the bottom, but it would take more than one 
deep breath to cross this river. Although Bandy had 
never done it before, he knew just what to do. 
Like an armored tank he walked boldly into the water. 





